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He's putting her against me, against both of us. What on earth
can he be up to? I just pretend not to understand all his vulgar
hints and innuendos. . . . Darling, dorit look so tragic! Donald
Larsen's scarcely in a position to spread scandal about anyone. I
wouldn't say it except to you, but mark my words, it's a good
deal more dangerous to have him as a friend than as an enemy.
.. . The only thing that matters is that he shan't separate us.
After all, he's utterly dependent on me, and he knows perfectly
well that my whole life is wrapped up in you."

With her head on Fabien's shoulders she begged him in vain
to show her a little affection. It was a dark afternoon in the
gloomy depth of winter. Fortunately, the low lamp shone only
on the young man's hands and knees. His face, wijth its expression
of hatred and repulsion, was invisible. . .. Until Donald Larsen's
next trip to London . . . could he hold out so long? He brought
himself, nowadays, to endure Fanny's presence only because he
knew that if he gave her up he would lose all hope of winning
his wild pigeon. But now that he could not see the girl, he found
it agony to play the lover with a woman whom he detested.
But his performance, alas! was too bad to deceive his former
mistress, though she still believed that it was because of his
religious scruples that he had turned from her. She never dreamed
of looking for any other reason to explain his bitterness and lack
of ardour. But it was not God who stood between her and
Fabien. The wretched youth had certainly not ceased to believe
in what once had been the whole of life for him, but he had
accepted dhe fact that he was now dead to that life. He had
consented to leave the ship, had landed on a coast of dust and
ashes. There was no hope that the vessel would ever return to
rescue his wrecked sogul. He was prepared to envisage what once
would have filled him with horror. If it was Fanny's destiny to
kill herself, then kill herself she must. He could no longer bring
himself to put his arms protectingly about that worn and used-up
body. Often, in the course of tie sunless winter, sitting on the
iron bedstead in his hotel room with its low ceiling and its